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Right Honourable 


THE 


Earl of Sunderland. 


My Loxp, 

Sant Obligations to your Great Fa- 
cher (ihe late Earl of Sunderland) 
Leing Many and Singular, will, 1 
BY hope, plead ſome Excuſe for me, 
whoſe greateſt Misfortune, next the Loſs of 
my late Lord, is that of being unknown to 
Tour Lordſhip. | 

That Great Miniſter, ho never encourag d 
idle Sollicitations, and whoſe Ear was al- 
ways open to Merit, even of the loweſt De- 
gree, as ſoon as inform'd of ſome ſmall un- 


 . rewarded Services of Mine, became my Pa- 


tron, and obtain'd His late Majeſty's Order 
A 2 for 


The Dedication. _ 
for Two bandred Pounds to be 
ly, fill otherwiſe 
ty, during the two 


tant Life, I had the Honour of receivi 


provided for; and that B 


t 


laft Tears of bis In- 


bis own Hands, but loſt it at his Death, and 


with it all future Hopes of Preferment. 

I muſt own, my Lord, (without regard- 
ing the common Strain of Dedications) the 
Impulſe I have of expatiating on the Pro- 
found Skill, Publick Spirit, and Incor- 
ruptible Integrity of my Illuſtrious Patron, 


as well as to enumerate tboſe ſhining Quali- 


ties which adorn Your Lordſbip, and which 
preſage us all we can poſſibly expect, even from 


a Noblemas deſcended: from the moſt Renown- 


ed Captain, and the moſt Intrepid Stateſman. 
But as I amconſcious I cannot add any thi 
to a Name already conſecrated to Endl 


Fame, ſo likewiſe I chuſe not to interrupt Your 


Lordſbip in the Exerciſe of your ewn Vir- 
tues, nor ſully for want of Skill, thoſe Ex- 
cellencies I mean to illuſtrate. 

As for the Opera I now humbly dedicate 


to Your Lordſbip, I foall only obſerve this, 


That the ſham-Patron, its chief Character, 
and from which it takes its Name, is drawn 


corrupt, vicious, and unfincere ; and ſerves 
only as a Foil, to illuſtrate the Virtues of the 


real Patron; and thoſe that bave yet ſeen it a- 
ee, the Contraſt is no where exactiy good, 


with the late Earl of Sundcrland. 2 
that 


The Dedication. 


ſhat ſuch I intended it my own Conſcience bears 
me witneſs, and likewiſe, that I indulge my 
Goatitude ſufficiently in publiſhing of it at a 
time when ſome abandon'd Hlirelings have in 
vain attempted to defame a Character held 
Sacred by all True Lovers of their KING 
and Country. | 

My Lord, ſuffer me to entreat your Par- 
don and Protection, and to profeſs my ſelf,, 
with greateſt Zeal, | 


My Loxo, 
Your Lordſhip's 
moſt Duriful, 
and moſt Obedient 


humble Servant, 


Wo. Odell. 


1 


* 
S430 DS... ws 


| | 2 8 +: | 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Lord Falcon, a Miniſter o 
State, Patron to Merit, Toa. Hulet. 


Sir Jolly Glee, Friend to 1 
Lord Falcon, in love with 0 Mr. Gifard. WE 
Mrs. Rhubarb.. 


Merit, a Gentleman undone 
by depending on Lord Mr: Reynolds. 
Falcon, 
Stout, a Friend to Merit, Mr. Gillow.  } 
8 Pimp to — Mr. Pearce. 
WOMAN. 


Fegey Lure, A Woman of | 
the Town a pretended> Mrs. Nokes; |: oy 


Wife to Merit. 
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ACT L SCENE I. 


Scene Merit's Lodging. Enter M rit and 
Lure, ſinging to the Tune of The Country 
Farmer. 


A Virtue from hence was baniſh'd long ſince, 
Lk Aud Fools have the For tune of riſing ; 
That Craft ſhou'd prevail where Merit muſt fail, 
1 think 't1s no longer ſurpriſing. 
Could a good Conſcience liks vicious Nonſenſe 
. Succeed, t would raiſe one's Behaviour, 
Bur who in their Senſes, would form ſuch pretences, 
Whilſt Wretches riot in Favour, | 
Merit. [giving 4 conditional Note.] There's the laſt 
Fake, my Dear, play it wiſely ; for on this caſt de- 
pends our future Happineſs or Miſery. 
Lure. Ne'er fear it, Love; if the Deceit is n't too ho- 
neſt for the Occaſion, Ill warrant ye Succeſs. | 
Merit. The Hook's laſciouſly baited, I'm ſure ; and 


f you angle with Caution, Fil anſwer for a Bite: You'll 


ſec when to ſtrike, Vil truſt ye. 
4 June. 
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Lure. Indeed you may, I cannot miſtake my Duty 
any more than my Intereſt, Adieu Tom. (iffing) 
Exu Lure. 
Merit. Fare thee well: I'll hope for Succeſs howe- 
ver; if we fail, Iam but where I was, the moſt unfor- 
tunate Wretch in the Univerſe. 
Enter Stout. | 
Stout. Faith I think ſo: But hark ye Tow! Is your 
Patron gone to the Devil py Gad, I curs'd him laſt 
Night at the Roſe with halt a dozen Friends o' yours, 
till we were all hoarſe to hear how he had us'd ye. | 
Merit. No Sam, not yet I believe; bur, leſt he ſhould | 
loiter by the way, and ruin any more of his Friends by | 
his fine Speeches, Ie ſent the Devil to him this Morn 
ing I can tell ye. 
Stout. Ha, my Friend! but how got you Bravo's in 
London i Thou'rt not o th* Blood o the Feltons thy ſelt 
Tom. | 
Merit. No, Sam: The Devil I ſent is a ſoft, luſcious, | 
alluring Devil,. — my Wife, Sir. 
Stour, Your Wife, Sir! Oons, that's the Devil in- 
deed, in your Circumſtances :. I did n't know thee hadſt 
a Wife, Tom. | | 
Merit. Yes; God help me. 
Stout. Nay, hereafter you have Hopes, I confeſs, if 
your Wife be not wanting t'ye ; an' let me tell ye, 
you've ſent her to a very likely Perſon to aſſiſt her in't. 
Merit. I've given her Leave, Sam, to. jilt him, if 
fuch a Wile can be of any uſe to us. ö 
Stout. Believe me, Tom, I ſhou'd n't ſuffer a Wife to 
engage in a Project of that kind on any Pretence, leſt 
trom ſuch a Licence ſhe take occaſion to jilt her Hus- | 
band too. 
Merit. | have but little to fear, Sam, as Itake it. | 
Stout. Not much, 1 confeſs. But, prithee Tem, 
— did the Caitiff fay.to thee? How did. he put these 
o 
Merit, He told me I was again too late; that he'd: | 
diſpos'd o the Place ask'd for, to one Purchaſe, who- 
was recommended by an Intereſt he cou'd by no means 
withſtand. 


Crans. 
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Staur. His Name, I ſhou'd ha' thought, had been 
ſufficient. 

Merit. I told him, twas odd he ſhou'd give Places to 
Strangers, and ſuffer his Friends to periſh for want of 
'em. He reply d, he did nothing without Reaſon, and 
wiſh'd he could find the Opportunities o' providing for 
all his Friends, but the Difficulties were inſurmounta- 
ble; and as I could bear him witneſs how many Years 
he had endeavour'd it to no purpoſe, ſo now he was 
convinc'd that he never cou'd; and therefore the kind» 
eſt thing he cou'd ſay to em was, to bid em not expe@ 
it; and as] was, on account of my Services, his great- 
eſt Favourite, ſo he began with me firſt. | 

© Stour. Perfidious Monſter! Was there ever ſuch a 
Friend? May his Inſolence ſpirit up his Dependants to 
De-wntr him, and his ſtupendiom Fall be remember'd 
with Horror. Tm, I'm your Friend, and tho this Fal- 
con ſoars ſo high, I've a Gun will reach him; I'll lend it 
thee, . ſhoot the Dog | 

Merit. I thank ye, $am; but your Zeal's too hot for 
my preſent Purpoſe, Cepid has lent me his Bow alrea- 
dy, and with that I hope to take a ſufficient Revenge, 
without expoſing my ſelt. 

Sings to the Tune of Hey Boys, up go we, &c. 

. Oh! avs him, Jove, to vengeful Love, 

_ _ _ Or [better ne er had been, 

Whoſe ſubtle Dart can pierce the Heart, 
. And never wound the Skm. | * 
What Man is ſafe ſhou d Peggy laxgh, de 
Or cry, or ſcold, or ſing? 
For kind or coy, ſhell kill or cloy, 
3 N tes with her Sting. . 

Stout. I'm glad you're ſo merry, tho'I can't fee any 
great reaſon you bave for it. | 

Merit, Hang it, Sam, VII not deſpair while Ive any 


Chance left : will ye walk iu the Park ? | 
Stout. Aye, any thing, fo youll allow me to curſe 
your Patron. 
Merit, Aye, with all my Heart; Tl join with ye, 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE 


Cm. 


4 The PATRON. 


SCENE at Lord Falcon's ; diſcovers 4 Levee, his Lord- 
ſbip diſpatching thoſe attending. 


Firſt Attendant, My Lord, tis ſeven long Years I've 
waited a Vacancy. | 

Falcon Sir, I can't help that, I can't knock People 
© th” Head to make a Vacancy for ye. 

, 24 Attendant. My Lord, my Merit as well as Recom- 
mendation I ſhould think —- 

Falcon. What, Sir? Merit's a meer Drug, Sir; the 
Market's o'erſtockt with it: But my Lord [Vorihy's Re- 
commendation I ſhall always regard. 

34 Attendant My Lady Huſb begs your Lordſhip 
will remember her Zeal to ſerve you, and take ſome 
Notice of the Bearer of this. (giving @ Letter.) 

Falcon, (putting up the Letter) Give my Serviceto her 


Lady ſhip, and tell her I'll be ſure to obey all her Com- 


mands. | 2 
4th Attendant, My Lord, Mrs. Sweetlips begs you'll 
take Notice of me. 


Falcon. Tell her 1'l call on her, to conſult what can 


he done for ye. 

(turning to the others.) Sir, Ill be ſure to take 

care of you. Sir, you may reſt ſatisfied Sir, call 

on me next Week—Sir, I've ſet you down for the firſt 

Vacancy e. 7  [Exeunt, 
Falcon ſolus, ſings to * ne The Ordnance eg 


oard. 
How comſtant they come, and ſtill believe, : 
As if one had nothing, had nothing, had nothing, had noe 
| thing, had nothing, to do bus deceive. | 
From Tear to Tear ſollicit a Place, 


And ftiil confide, and canfide, and confide, and confide1 
4 Patron's gracious Grimace, 
But let em on, 


They'll find when they re undone, 


Who'd ha thought it good Lord, who'd ha' thought it good 


Lord? 
A Stateſman ſometimes breaks his Word. 
Enter a Servant. | | 
Serv. My Lord, there's one Mrs. Merit without, de- 


Cres to ſpeak with your Lordſhip, Falcon. 


de- 
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Falcon. An' you cou'd nit tell her I was gone out, or 

buſie, or any thing I have n't been teaz'd an' plagu'd 
h a'ready I warrant, 

Serv. Idid, my Lord, but ſhe ſaw the others comi 
from you, an' is reſoly'd to wait your coming out, it 
ſhe is n't admi 5 

Falcon. Curſe on't! What's her Name Merit ſay ye? 
ſure Tom Merit has n'tgota Wife to plague me too. 

Serv. Yes, my Lord, ſhe ſays ſhe's Mr. Merit's Wife z 
ſhe's very handſome, and won't be (aid nay. . 

Falcon. She ought not, if ſhe's handſome ,; ſhew her 


in, (Exit Servant q If I like her, I'll not be ſaid Nay 
neither. 


Enter Lure as Mrs, Merit. | 
By St. Hamon ſhe's an Angel. { Aſide) Madam, your 
moſt devoted Servant, ( ſalutes her.) Pray what Com- 
mand have you to honour me withal ? 

Lure. (weeping.) I come only to reproach you: No- 
thing but your unheard- of Cruelty to my Husband cou'd 
have given me the Courage to come near ye: His Ser- 
vices have deſery'd a better Fate, and your repeated 
Pro:niſes, had you either Honour or Gratitude, wou'd 
ha' been thought worth performing too; but to diſcard 
him in ſo vile a Manner ! | y 

Falcon. Dear Lady, (drawing near.) cou'd you be 
{enfible how much l intereſt myſelf in your Happineſs, 

ou'd entertain kinder Sentiments' of me; we muſt 
— a better Underſtanding of each other: Well, han 
me it I thought Merit tou'd: ha“ choſe fo well, Im 
compliment the Rogue when I ſee him next. 

Lure. Not on his Choice of a Patron, I hope : He 
cou'd n't ha“ choſe a worſe I'm ſure. 

Falcon Dear Charmer, be not thus ſatyrical : Had I 
known Mr. Merit had ſo fine a Lady, I had provided 
for him long e'er this: Your Worth both the Indies 
cannot purchaſe, Oons, ſhe's an Angel. ( Afide.) 

Lure. For his own fake he might have expected it; 
I come but to upbraid ye, and let ye ſee another 
Wretch your falſe Friendſhip has made ſuch, for I ex- 
pect no rea] — from it. 8 


Falcon. No, but indeed you ſhall, Charmer. (ſeizing 
. ber 
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her Hand.) I'll yet provide for him, only eſteem it for 
your ſake that I doit, for I cannot ly live out of 
2 good Graces, How long have you been married, 
am | | 

Lure. ( weeping.) Too long, Lord, by five long 
Years, ſince I'm ruin'd by't, ho'I've che os Husba | 

living; for by his Attachment, and your fine Preten- | 
ces, we've ſpent a very handſome Fortune toge- 
ther; and now, by your baſe Treatment, have the 
Honour to underſtand we've nothing left us to truſt to. 

Falcon. (handing ber again.) Dear Creature, don't 
grieve thus; Im really a Convert, and, thro' your In- 
terceſſion, will certainly provide for Merit: Only be 
you kind, an' command any thing. 

Lure. (ſhricking.) Oh, hideous! Have you not alrea- 
dy ruin'd us? An' wou'd ye deſtroy our domeſtick 
Peace? It is n't enough then that my Spouſe have 
danc'd Attendance ſo many Years to no ſe, unleſs 
his Wite be diſhonour'd roo! I'm aſtoniſh'd a Man of 

our Caſt does not ſend ſomebody to murther him | 
ikewiſe, and ſo compleat your Cruelty ; or, perhaps 
you think it beſt he ſhould live to underſtand his Miſery. 

Falcon. All this is bur raiſing the Price, ſhe knows | L 


. * * wm * 


I'm able to purchaſe, an' by St. Aachavel I'll have her, | A 
(Aſide.) Dear Charmer, have a little Patience : Hear 
me a Word, lll now convince ye of my Love. The Place | 
your Husband ask d for Yeſterday ſhall ſtill be his : *Tis | 
true, I've given it to one Purchaſe, but I'll make it 
worth bis while to conſent to have his Name erac'd out | 
of the Patent, and Merit ſhall be inſerted in its Ready 
only meet me according to Directions, and I'll this Day 
give it into your Poſſeſſion. f | 
Lure. Or, in Fact, * give me the Trouble of ; . 
expoſing myſelf for a Fiction, and ſo have the Power | Imr 
ot reproaching Mr, Aerit with his Wite's Levity « You | Sto 
want to finiſh his Deſtruction. , | anyt 
Falcon. Nay, this is aſtoniſhing, Madam i Did you | to fe 
never hear you was handſome ? Don't diſtruſt your ; Gone 
own Power thus; but I'll ſoon put it out of Diſpuie: ® Fer 
Z Pray accept theſe, (offering a Purſe and 4 Dagger) the | gerd 
per- 


Purſe is yours for meeting me only, an' if 1 fai | 
forming 


* * 
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forming Conditions with you, let the Dagger be mine, 
(turning the Point te Breaſt.) Upon my Lite I'll then put 
the Patent into your Hands, only promiſe to be mine, 
and I'll truſt your Generoſity for the reſt, 

Lure. (putting em back) Mr. Merit will think it ſtrange 
indeed I hould ſucceed thus, when he with all his Ser- 
vices cou'd n't, I muſt refuſe ye. 

Falcon, Dear Angel! his Blind ſhall be, that I have 
beartily repented of my Unkindneſs to him, and the 
moment you came was ſending my Servant to tell him 
fo, who ſhall be order'd to vouch it. (offering em again.) 

Sings to the Tune of Why Soldiers, why, ex. 
Why, Charmer, why 
Shou'd you refuſe the courted Bliſs? 
thy, Charmer, why 
Your Sex are to comply. 
The Joys 1 ſhare 
Promote your Husband to his Wiſh, 
And areto ſpare : 
Then what need you care ? 
Beſides, you know, my Dear, 
He will have Neighbours Fare. 
Lure. (accet ti ig the Purſe and Dagger) ſings to the Tum 
of Alovely Laſs to a Fryar came. 

You S a. eſmen with reſiſile : Grace 
Subd:te us to your Paſſon : 

The Pur ſe and Patent | embrace, 
Since Horning is the Faſb on; 

"ll meet you at your Time and Place 
With equal Inclination. [Exeunt, 

SCENE, the Park. 
Merit and Stout walking. : 

Merit. Dear Sam, prithee don't reproach me thus; 
I'm ruin'd, and now claim your Pity. 

Stout. Pity! Heaven knows I pity thee, and will do 
any thing to ſerve thee too; but I'm diſtracted, Tom, 
to ſee thee thus: A Man'o'Senſe, of Service, anda 
Gentleman too, us'dthus! Curſe on the Trifler. Does 


nit he daily prefer ſuchas hate him, becauſe neceſlary 


to his Pleaſure, and turn a ſtarving thoſe that have ren- 


der'd biin uſeful and laudable Services? Are not = ” ' 
B e 
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te& Friends a Seit of the ſorrieſt Scoundrels, fuch Ver- 
min as a Man of Senſe or Honour wou'd bluſh to be 
feen withalt? | 

Merit. Indeed wo he a ſorry Pack, but ſueh he chus 
fes to unbend himfelF with. 


„ 


Sour. nbend hicfefr, quoth-a! What, then he's | 
only warp'd into the Figure of a Statefman. A real 


great Man thinks the Converſation of Men o' Senſe ne- 


ceſlary to raife himſelf by to a Standard of Real Great- 
Heſs, and has often recourſe to 'em, as your Foplings 


to their Glaſſes ro adjuſt thei? Dreſſes by. But he has a2 


vile Qaracter, his Perfon I'm a Stranger to. 


Merit. a wi lh I'd been ſo too: But 8 he comes, 


if your Cùtioſfty tempts ye to look at him ; my Abhor- 
_ forbids me, leſt 1 forget where I am), and that 
e's a | 
Stout. Prithee which is he, Tom 
Merit. In that Chair yonder, but Fl] avoid him. (going. 
(Stout runs to ſce him,Falcon lets down his Glas, and ſays, 
Falcon. Sir, I'll be ſure to take care of you. (going on. 
Stout. Take care d me! What the Devil does he 
mean ?. 
* Merit, Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 4 
Stout. Take care o' me ? Sure 'tis h't Freaſon to look 
at this Lord o re 24 
Merit. Ha, ha, lia, ha; No Sam; but he takes you 
for one of thoſ. he has promis d to provide for; ha, ha, 
ha, ha. 


Stout. Oh Px! isit that? Trhought I muſt ha' gone | 


to the Gatehouſe fort. What, then I'm to have a Place, 
I warrant, becauſe I ſtatd at a Lord: Very pretty iru- 


ly. But the worſt on'tis, that ſuch as promiſe without | 
| 2 Reaſon, will break ein without much Scruple; 


o that I'm not at all lifted up about it. 


Merit. His Promiſes are fatal Snares to his Friends:! 


wiſh he'd promiſe lus Enemies only; he'd be more ſe- 
* too than in promoting them as he does. 

S:our. He fears his Foes, and therefore enables em 
to hurt him by giving them Power: His Friends he 
thinks he's ſure of, and therefore neglects em. 


it. 
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Merit. Fear and Falſhood are indeed tlie main Springs 
of all his Politicks : Tho' an honeſt brave Man is above 
the little Tricks commonly call'd Policy, Cowards on- 
ly can lye, and Fools deceive : Such Talents, however 
fitting a Sharper or a Pimp, are very unbecoming 3 
Gentleman, and much more a Stateſman. 

Stout fangs to the Tune of Ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, | 
. | 


Cc. 
Your State ſinen brave and wiſe, 
All little Ares deſpije, 
Are 0;en and juſt, 
Uſe Friends they can truft, 
Nor fob off true Merit wich Lies. 
Foals Faes will employ, | 
Knaves Virtue deſtroy, 
Self-Int'reſPs all their Am; 
But ſcop or late 
Does publick Ha e 
Puſh on their Fate, 
Avenge each State, | ; 
And wilty braud their Fame, | 
Merit. Sam, be ſo good to turn up that WV alk a little. 
I ſee one coming that I'd gladly talk with alone lor ty 
or three Minutes. | 
Stout. (/ozking) Your Wife, I gueſs; but 'tis an odd 
time with her, Joy; ſol'Illeaveye. [Exit Stout. 
T.uter Lure. x 
Merit. Well, my dear Life, 1 Jong to know my Fate, 
an' yet fear to ask it: How ſay ye? 
Lure. (biſſing him) I know you're big with ExpeQati- 
on, Dear: Suppoſe | ſhou'd tell ye now | 
Merit. Nay, prithee Girl, don't trifle wif me: Am 
happy or miſerable? | | 
Lure. Now hang me, Tom, if I cou'd n't find if my 
Heart to put on the Womap for half an Hour, an- lague 
ye with Uncertainties : But come, you're too honeſt 
an' open your ſelf, I'll put ye out o' your Pain. Here, 
my Dear, (pulling out a Dagger and a Purſe) ſee thele, . 
an' then judge of my Succeſs. 


Merit. Reggy, gu ſhew me Wanders, Pray unriddle 
em to me. 1 
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Lure. This Purſe of 100 Pieces is to convince me of 
his ſincere Intentions of giving you the Patent Place he 
refus'd you Yeſterday : He's now gone to have the 
Name of Purchaſe er..c'd, and yours inſerted in its ſtead. 


I'm to ſee him in half an Hour at a certain Place, when 
he'll-give it into my Poſſeſſion; and in caſe o' failure, 


this Dagger is given me toreveuge the Affront withal. 

Merit, Whatdolſce? What do I hear? My better 
Angel, (embracing her) I muſt always love thee; and 
tho* F'm acquainted with his am'rous Vein; 'tis even 
cruel to ask what he expects from thee for all this. 

Lure, Gen'rous Meri, I'll not keep thee in the Dark 
as to that neither. He has Hopes, I confeſs, of be- 
ing very free with me; but I've ſo manag'd it with him, 


. thateven that too is left to my Gen'rofity, Pl} deal with 


him, Tom, ne' er fear me. 

Merit. I'll truſt thee, Love; my Honour can never 
ſuffer by thee, I'm ſure. You're going to meet him now, 
1 ſuppoſe. | 

Lure. This Moment, Child, tho? a little before the 
Time; for it becomes me to wait our good Fortune thee 
know'ſt, Adieu. 

Exit Lure ſinging to the Tune of The Old-Man's Wiſh. 

Shall the Thieves watch all Night, and the Bail:ffs all Day, 

With Patience unuearied, in hoes of their Prey? 

And ſhall not your Helt-mate, to better your Fortune, 

Gochouſe this fond Cull in's Foible o' Courting? 

My Virtue ſhall govern with abſolute Sway, 

Fll bring you the Prize unpolluted away: 

And may our good Harmony never decay, never decay, ne- 
ver, never decay. 

i Re-enter Stout. 


. Merit, Come, wiſh me Joy, Friend; my Wite gives 


me Reaſons to hope. 
Stout, Aye, an' to fear too, I ſheou'd think, that have 
a Wife ſo handſome. His Lordſhip likes her then? Hey? 
Merit. Yes, yes; I beliey'd he wou'd like her: But 


what think ye if I ſhow'd have a Patent to-day for. what 

he refus'd me yeſterday ? 

" Stout. Why, that your Wife has ſtuck at nothing to 

ſerye ye: Was I your Herald, 1om,1'd give ye 8 
| ca 


| 


— 
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Head for your Cre &t. You'll pay dear enough for your 
ne of } promotion i faith. 


ce he Merit. Why thou'rt a very Infidel, Sam: D' ye think 
e the I cannot truſt my Wife? | 
ſtead. ? Stout. Yes faith, with any body, I'll ſay that for thee : 


when Not that I've any perſonal Objettion ro rhy Wife, but 
ilure, | think that no Wife is to be truſted in ſuchCircumſtances, 
with ſuch Allarements too, as that Wretch will certain- 


better ly offer who has already ruin d your Fortunes. 
; and Merit. 1 thank thy Friend my, Sam; but to wha: pnr- - 
even | poſe ou d I ſuſpe& the W ite I can ttuſt, and call in i- 


maginary Evils, that have but too many real ones al- 
Dark } ready ? | 


f be- Sings tothe Tune of Love's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, . 


him, | Marr1aze is a mutual Bl ing, 
with | Where a mutual Faith is ſeen , 
Pleaſures unreſirain'd poſſeſſing, 
ever | There no Sorrows ntervere. 
now, | Soon Diſtr uſt will rend aſunder, 
Souls united damp their Joy: 
e the | 


| Yealouſie, like raging Thunder, 
Sud len does the Bliſs deſtrey.  [Exeunt.. 
| Sir Jolly Glee and Pointer meeting. 
Pointer Sir Folly Glee, your moſt Obedient; 1 did 
Days | nit imagine I ſhou'd ſee you but at your Lodgings, and 
was going thither : I hope you lik'd the Lady you've left 
ſo ſoon. | 
' Glee, Dear Pointer, lik'd her, ſay ye? Who cou'd do 
otherwiſe? She's Elizium, Ah Paul! ſuch a Night! 
| wrapt! ſo tranſported! that Fleſh and Blood cou'd . 


„ne- nit bear it any longer. 
Pointer, I'm glad, Sir Folly, you'd no other Reaſon : 
fcr parting, 
gives 


. Glee. No, only that Love and Deſire had wound up 
my Spirits high as the Chain of Nature cou'd reach, and 
| it became neceſſary I ſhou'd quit the Extaſies ol gba 
ley ? Night for the ſeaſonable Recruirs of the Day. 

_ Pinter. The Bottle, Sir Jody, is ſov'raign in ſuch 2 : 
what Cife; but you're ſatisfied now that ſhe's Mrs. Rhabarb, 
the Lady you fell in love with at the Play-houſe. 

: B. 3 Glee... 
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Glee. Yes, Paul; your Directions had ſatisfied me o- 
that before, or I'd ne'er parted with my Money ſo free · 
ly. Ifaw her in an Undreſs behind her Father's Coun- 
ter, reaching ſome Things ſhe wanted ; and, after that, 
drinking Tea in the back Shop. | 

Pointer. Pray how did you diſpoſe o' your ſelf, Sir 
Jolly, the while? I had forgot to tell you I had an Ac- *' 
quaintance liv'd over the Bay. | 

Glee, No matter; I walk'd by the Door for near an 
Hour, making my Remarks to my own Satisfaction. 
She'as promis'd to dreſs to-day in the Cloaths I gave. 
ter, and wear the Watch and Equipage. 

Pointer. I commend her, faith; they're extreamly 


e. 

Glee. Aye, had they been all, I'd been welt off; hut 
two thouſandPounds is a monſtrous Price for one Year's. , 
Enjoyment. a 

Pointer. But then you're to conſider, Sir Jolly, that 
ſhe's a Woman 'of Fortune; her Father can give her 
five thouſand Pounds at leaſt ; ſo that her Regutation's. 
worth more than the Trifle you mention; And had n'. 
her Inclination been equal to yours, let me tell ye, Sir, 

d ne'erhave-had her on any Conſideration. 

Glee. You have not paid the whole Sum, Paul. 

Pinter. No, only the five hundred Pounds, Sir 45 
in hand; the other fifteen hundred Pounds F ſhall | 
Agreement, pay her to-morraw Morning; they're the. 
Terms you depoſited it upon, 

Glee. True; but hark ye, Paul: Cou'd rt I contrive 
to ſave the reſt ? You ſhan't pay it yet atleaſt. 

P».1ter. Indeed I muſt, Six. Jolly; I'm hound in Ho- 
nour : Sucha Trick wou'd ruin me with the Ladies for- 
ever. Sk 
Glee. Cou'd Tha'raviſh'd now, what a Maſs of Ma- 
ney had beenlay'd! 
inter. Yes indeed, but yow-my Lord, and Colonel 
Fita · De vil, have done too many of thoſe things a reg 
dy; ſhou'd either of ye attempt it again, the Moby 
w Ilt ar ye to pieces. 

Gle. Well, fince there's no Relief, I muſt e'en ki'h. | 
it out, Paul: I'd fainha* tay d tlie fifteen hundred how < | 
a) or. Eau. 
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Pointer. Tis i mpoſſible, (aſide) for that eomes to me 
Glee. Paul, good by t'ye :. Shall lice ye at Lord Fal- 


eon's by and by? [Exit Glee. 


pointer. Sir Folly, your Servant; I ſhall certainly be 
there. 
Sings to the Tune of We Dragoons lead merry Lives. 
 Pimping is the Trade beſt thrrues,. fal de ral, exc. 
Sale of Maidens, and of Wroes, falde ral, c. 
Brings us Profit, gives Pretence, 
More than Virtue, Wit, or Senſe, 
And may ſometimes raiſe one up to Poſts of Hanours. 


— 


2 40 1 


SCENE, an: Apartment, with a Couch. 
Tord Falcon and Lure coming forward Hand in Hand. 


Falcon. W EL - my Dear, you ſee I have kept my 
Word. 

Lure. 1 hope too I have anſwer'd your Expectation, 
my Lord. 

Falcon, Yes, my tranſporting Angel, Peſſeiſion has 

iven me ſuch Pleaſures! ſuch exquiſite Pleaſures ! that 
| 4067 eras never form'd an Idea of. You muſt al- 
ways be mine, - 

Lure. lt muſt be with Caution then; my Honour 
maſt not be ſuſpected, leſt my domeſtick Quiet be de- 
ſtroy'd: This Place of four hundred Pounds a Year will 

lentifully furniſh us all the Neceffaries of Life, and 
Kwil be too prodigal to throw away the Enjoyment ont. 

Falcon. This Place, Dear; is but an Earneſt of m 
Love, and thy Honour will always be /afe. The Miſtreſs. 
of this Houle will be glad o' your Acquaintance, ſhe's 
ſupported by my Bounty. | 

3 She tells me, ſhe's an Officer's Widow. 

Falcon. She paſſes for ſuch, but her Husband never 
was in the Army: He-cou'd exercite his Knite and Fork 
very well, and dy'd at the. Siege of a Veniſon Paſtr,. 
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Em told; but no matter, ſhe has Reputation enoughão 

ſecure thine, an' | ſhall always eſteem thy Honour as | 

facred as Magna Charta. Shall I ſeethee again to- mor- 

wow | ry 

Lure, Not till the Day following, my Lord; 1 ſhall 

then go abroad to buy a few Necellaries, and will take 2 

that Opportunity of meeting you here. this | 
Falcon, Delicious Creature! (pulling out Pocket-!o0'') ſure 

accept this ſmall Bill to buy em withal, tis a hundred Fa 

Pounds only, a meer Trifle to the Woman 1 love. But bon 

Fm on the Rack, Child, to think I muſt wait ſo long 

e're | ſeethee : May I then promiſe my felt a full Feaſt - eſtee 


of Love? | an' n 

Lure, (kiſſing him) You may, my Lord: But ſtayr, com. 
(returning his Dag ger) pray take this back again, as Lu 
pm a Man of Honour, I ſhall always act on the De. way, 
enſive. 1 Ma 

Falcon. Ha, ha, ha; ha, dear Angel! (kiſſing) But hadſt 
leſt 1 faint, Love, with faſting ſo long. I havethoughe + Why 
to come and w.ſh Merit Joy to-night of his Patent; I'll. perm 
bring a Friend or two to drink a Bottle of his Wine tell | thine 


him, an' in caſe he has a Friend likewiſe, ſo much the of a! 


better; we'll be merry. an' wiſe too, I promiſe ye," E 
Lure. Lhope ſo: What time may we expect your wou“ 
Lordſhip ? { a Tri 


Falcon. About Eight. You told him I'd repented of | Fu 
my Cruelty to him, and was ſending to let lum know thing) 
as much when you came? 1 
Lure. I did, my Lord, an' can aſſure ye he beliey'd Sing. 
it too. 

Falcon. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! I'm well acquainted with his 
Credulity, an' have exercis'd it too, but no matter, he 
had then been only ſerviceable to me in Elections, or | 
ſo. — an Article I ſeliom regard when over; but now | Lure 
he's uſetul to my Pleaſures, and ſhall have an auiple 


Reward. Both, 
Sings to the Tune of Go build me a Houſe in the Moor. 
Let Sors that can ſerve Falc 
Ceurt-Virtue and jtarve, . 


And ſtill dance {1:67 dance, and walt, 
dy 
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My Pleaſures I prize, 
And thoſe that will riſe, 
Muſt Pimp if they mean to be great, brave Boys, 
Muſt Pimp, &c. 
Cure. I'm pleas'd, my Lord, at the Share I've had in 
this ha PPY Turn o' Mr. Merit's good Fortune, "twill in- 
fure me 


17 


is Affection however. 

Falcon. Ay, jewel, he's a Brute elſe : But I know 
honeſt Tom, he'll now be as fond o' thee as I am, allow- 
ing for the Deference of —_ e and Spark; but he ne'er 
eſteemꝰ d thee before, or I had heard o ſuch a Treaſure ; 
an' not, that he'ad ſpent all, an* had nothing left to re- 
commend him to any body, 

Lure. Ha, ha, ha! He did n't think of me in ſuch 2 
way, my Lord. 

Falcon. Amazing ——— Not think of thee? Oons, 
hadſt thou been mine, I had thought o' nothing elſe x 
Why, in publick Bulineſs thee hadſt always been up- 
permoſt, and (tho' a er Miſtake) a Billet-deux o. 
thine might ha". been ſent to a foreign Potentate inſtead 
of a State-Letter. „ 
Eure. You're extreamly gallant, my Lord; but you 
wou' d n't letthe Honour or your Office ſuffer for ſuch 
a Trifle. 

Falcon. What if it had ? Better any thing (nay, every 
thing) ſuffer, than the Miſtreſs of my Soul ſhou'd be 

noth-a. 
Sings to the Tune of Come, be jolly, Aal your Glaſſes, 
Let State Chitts uant Reſolution, 
And court Popular Applauſe ; 
Love's to me the Conſt:tution, 
Tove's kelirion and the Laws. 
Lure, Elſe why ſhou d ye heap up Treaſure, 
But to N ev'ry Joy? 
Both. Ve will have our Fill of Pleaſure, 
Publick Virtue is a Toy. 
Falcon. Dear Life, (kiſſing) you'll remember me to 


Tem. 


Lure. Fll be ſure to obey all your Lordſhip's Com- 


* mands. 


Ealcon. 
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Falcen. (kiſſing again) Matchleſs Treaſure! adieu. 


: 
o 


t 


[Exeunt. | 


SCENE, Lord Falcon's ; preſent Sir Jolly Glee and 


Pointer. 


Glee. His Lordſhip ſends for us only to make us wait: 
I think theſe Great Men imagine one has nothing elſe | 


to do. 

Pointer. He'll not be long, his Servant tells me. 

Glee. If Pleaſure falls in his Way, one can't anſwer 
for him ; the Ladies muſt be et wo" 

Pointer. HisLordſhip has n't any ſuchAffair on's Hand 
to-day that I know of. 

Glee. Then, I ſuppoſe, he has none; for he does no- 
thing. without ye. 
PoInter, He has too much Buſineſs to help himſelf, 

Glee. And too much State to engage in the ſweeteſt 
part of an Amour, the Courtſhip. 

Painter. Tis a Drudgery to us that procure only, 

Glee, You've the Pleaſure of being well rewarded 
for't ; you do nothing o' Freecoſt, Paul; or you might 
help one to a Caſt- off o' my Lord's. 

Pomter, Oh, Sir Jolly! you're provided for already, 
for one Twelvemonth, Mrs Rhubarb. 


Fd heen deviliſhly bit. 


Point. Ay,thoſeArms,SirFolly! Did you ever ſee ſuch? | 
Then thoſeEyes }thoſeCheeks ! thoſe Lips! thoſe Teeth! 


tho'e Breaſts! Then ſuch a Neck! ſuch a Hand! ſuch 
a Leg! ſuch a Foot! Gad, I'm quite out o' Breath with 
deſcribing her Beauties; What muſt you be then that 
enjoy 'em, Sir Jolly ? 

Glee. Why, intranc'd, Paul, what d'ye think? Not 
but the Jade's a little awkard, ] muſt tell ye. 


Pointer. A little at firſt it may be, Sir Folly; but nay 


ſhe comes to be mouth'd, and ſet upon her Haunches, 
ſne ' l ſoon grow more tractable. 


Glee. Rot ye, Paul, you talk like a rough Rider: 


Don't ye want to compleat the Breaking of ber, hey? 
Pointer. No, by the Lord, Sir; I want no more tg 


ceareſs the Woman I praiſe,thana Jockey does to mount 


N 


lee. Ay, Paul, at a helliſh rate Two thouſand | 
Pounds: Tis well there's a Heaven in thoſe Arms, or 


3 
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| the Horſe he means to part with : 'Tis my Buſineſs to 


ſet em off, Sir Folly, 


Pointer ing to the Tuns of To ſee the Troopers all come 


home, 
That Pimp in a piteons Condinion 
ed oy te ap his Gaim for his Love; 
And bt « biut 4 dill Politician 
Whom Merit or Mercy can move. 
The Wiſe think their Profit their Pliaſure, 
All Things by Self-Int'reſt they meaſure, 
And, hen they mount, wl ride lite Miles, 
Your eaſy, honeſt, human Fools, | 
| Ami tolle em out of their Treaſure. 
( # knocking at the Door.) But here comes my Lord. 
N Enter Lord Falcon. 
Falcon. Sir Folly Glee, your humble Servant, (embra- 


ain) I'm forry I made you wait thus; but, immortal 


- Love! ſuch an Affair you'll pardon me, i know, When 


* 
» ” 7 * 
. ll at 


2 
Z 
. 


** 
2 
** 
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: 
„ 


ö 


| 


| a Letter feom her to your Lordſhip, (gruing a Lecter.) 


ou hear it. 
Gles. Not a Lady ſure : Paul ſaid, your Lordſhip had 


n't any ſuch Affair in hand to-day that he knew of, and 


therefore I conclnded you had none, 
- Falcon, He knew of No, no, Paal ne'er knew of 
any thing like this; he has no Correſpondence worth 


encouraging. 


Beth. No! ; 
Falcon. No, no, he'll wait ye  Country-Waggon at 


+ the White Bear above (pointing) indeed, and help one to- 
a-elumſy Jade made vicious by itt breaking; or a diſ- 


carded Chamber-maid, that has been the Hack of # 
whole Family: Paid flies no higher; I've Lad twelve 
Groſs of ſuch from him. 5 

Glee. Nay, my Lord, lie ſets nobler Game to my 
Knowledge. 


Pointer. Pray, my Lord, remember the Baiker's 


Wite. 


Falcon. Damn her, I ſhall ne'er forget her, a ſaucy- 
clumſy Cit, I had ſuch Drudgery on't. 
Pointer. But the Woman o Quality laſt Weck; here's 


Laion. 
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Falcon. Oh! ſhe wrapt in Woollen only, according ta 
AR of Parliament : I wonder I ſhou'd 2 her indeed. Naur 
Pointer. Mrs. Fristy, my Lord, what think ye of her. 2 We 
Falcon. A young skittiſh Thing, that ſhou'd ha- deen "as 
train'd three Months e're a Man o Quality ſhou'd under- 
go the Toil of her. In ſhort, Paul, I'll now conſent 
to your going abroad, ſince I can help my {elf ſo deli. 
ciouſly. 1 Poi 
Glee, Paul go abroad, my Lord! I hope you don't ſome 
caſt him off. | | hh 
Falcon. No, no, Sir Folly ; Paul goes in a good Cha- to ſit 
racter; 'tis what he'as long ſollicited. no W 
Gies. I ſhall rejoice in Paul's Advancement, my Lord, „ Gi 
who has provided for me ſo luſciouſly; for have had aj it ſo f. 
Lady of his procuring, and a Miracle tog, notwithſtan- of yo 
ding po run him down thus. g a pretty 
Falcon. Not to compare with mine, Sir Jolly, I'll be © 2.5 
ſworn. Way 
Glee. Becauſe mine's incomparable, my Lord, ei- Wort 
their in Beauty, Wit, or good Humour, She was 2 FJally 


Virgin laſt Night too. 1 Gln 
Falcon. Ha, ha, ha, poor Sir Jolly! I really pity. mer, 


you a fine Woman, and the firſt Time, like Fox-hunt- Ar. ap 
ng, is more Toil than Pleaſure. Mine's a married Wo- a; 
man, I confeſs, but of unſully'd Reputation, and im« vou n 
comparable Beauty. Friend 
Pointer. My Lord, III lay you Odds on Sir Jolly's | Sings te 
Miſtreſs. ; 
- Jus. D' ye tell me ſo, Pimp? Why had n't Ther. 
en? | 
Pointer. Nay, my Lord, Sir Jolh's did not want for | 
Price. | 


: 
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deed, Yanr hundred Pounds a Year, and therefore may expect 
— a Welcome to a Bottle at Night with a Friend ot two. 
been Pointer. Pray, my Lord, whoſe W- ie ist has Power 
nder- to pleaſe thus after you've had her: ; 
nſent , Falcon. Tom Merit's, | 
deli- Both, Merit's! Is he married then? 
T Pointer. Gad, if l had known he'ad a Wife ſo hands 
don't ſome, I had been more complaiſant to him. 
Falcon. You know nothing that conduces toPleaſureg 
Cha- to ſit with thee is Drudgery+ I've had her der but 
no Words on't, the Lady's Honour is not to be ſoil'd. 
Lord, þ Glee. (aſide) No, Ill be ſworn, after you've handl'd - 
had a : irſofreely+ (aloud) But your Lordſhip can't boaſt much 
aſtan=" of your Thritt neither, four hundred Pounds a Year's a 
u pretty good Price. ; : 
I'll be Falcon. A publick Gratuity for a private Favour, my 
_ . Way of doing Buſineſs, Sir Jolly ut the Husband has 
d, ei- Worth, andthe Wite's inzſtimable, Will ye go, Sir 
was a Jelly? The Time's come, and my Coach waits ye, 
Elte. I muſt go firſt and make an Excuſe to my Char- 
7 Py: mer, but will be with you in half an Hour, i know 
hunt- Mr. Merit's. 
No- Fhlcon, Be ſure ye come, Sir Yolly, for I long to ſhew 
id im* you my Treaſure, and don't halt enjoy her till my 
Friends know my . 8. 
Jolly's Sings to the Tune of, Of all the ſimple things we do, ce. 
' Ne'er ſcents ſo ſweet the budding Roſe 


t Ther. As when it's ripe and thor 
f Nor 5 — * the Joys % 
nt for Until by all they're known. 
Who'd wiſh zo be wealthy or wiſe? . 
rice? Or to be nobls or great, 
at ou But that tis ſeen we hold the Price, 
ever, And all the World envits our State? 


r t'ye | Glee, But neither the Lady nor her Husband will have 
| much Reaſon to thank your Lordſhip for mak ing ſo 
hope. free with their Reputations. 
eady; Falcon, Ha, ha, ha, hee! Dear Sir Folly, you make 
lace ot me laugh, Prithee have n't I made their Fortunes? 
tout * And what the Devil ha? they to do with Reputation? 
Your poor Dogs indeed pretend to live by it, an poorly, 
| 6.” Heaven 
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Heaven knows, not having Stock en 


ment of my Preſervation? (Pointing tothe Patens.) 


Lurk, Ay, 
comfortsy take-itinto-thy-Poſſeſhon, and long may'(t 


thou live to enjoy it. 


gung it.) 
Merit, (opening it.) V exily the ſame, and to you 'tis 


I owe my future Happigeſs, dear. Angel! (embracing) 

kind — A a = —— I'm ama d, Peg - 
„ and yet twould be ungenerous to enquire into ti 

Ob dact in chis Aﬀair. b uy 
Lure. Generous Merit, I'll ſave you the Trouble, by 


aſſuring you, that I've: — — Charaſter entire; 
er 


your Honour, Child, tas we ſaſſer d in the leaſt. 
Merit. : (kiffong.) I mult believe thee, Dear; those 
waſt always conſiſt ent. 
Sings to the Tuns of by the Town's brim- full of 


What the wilely 1 
And their ſeliſh Ends diſguiſe 
Magic has will charm em, 
Of their boaſtid Arts diſarm em 
Lovely Woman's only wiſe, 
Magick bas will charm em, 
Of their boaſted Arts diſarm em; 
Lovely Woman's only wiſe, 
Lovely Woman's only wiſe. 
Enter Stout. 


h to get a Li. 

ing by; but for the Rich, they're abſolutely above it. 

We'llgo, Pau; you'll be fare to come, Sir Folly, 
Glee, I'll certainly wait on you, my Lord, [Exmmi 


SCEN E. Mexit's Lodging 
Merit and Lure meeting. 
Merit. Come, my dear Life, is n't that the Inſtru- 


my Dear (In.) here's. Life, and it 


Come, Sem, nom give us Joy; my Wife has breught 
me the Patent, anc will take it ill / ſhe bas n'ta Kiſs - 


on this Occaſion. | 


Stout. (Alates ber.) I heartily wiſh ye Joy, both of”. | 2 


your Marriage and the Place: 'Tis four hundred Pounds 
a Year; lon'cit} 


—__ 


Meri. 


r 


| {hating Hands.) 


Th: PATRON. -21 


Merit. Yes, Sam, a quantum ſuf : I bleſs my Stars, 
my Spouſe too has preſery'd her Honour 2 

Stout. The Lady has indeed done Wonders, at which 
I heartily rejoyce. 

Lure, My Lord bid me tell ye, Child, that he intends 
to come to-night, with a Friend or two, to give you 
Joy, and drink a Bottle o' your Wine: If you have a 
Friend likwiſe, tis ſo much the better, he ſays: The 
Deſign is, to be merry. 

Merit. His Lordſhip has provided his Welcome, Sam, 
I'claim your Company on this Occaſion, 

Stout. Rot him, you cou'd n't ask a greater Proof 
of * Friendſhip, * to ſit an Hour in ſuch Compa- 
ny; however, tor thy ſake, Tom, 1'll try to be civil. 

Merit. Ay, prithee Sam don't ſhew any Reſentment, 
let's be merry —— | 

Sings to the Tune of, Ot all Comforts I miſcarry'd, &6 
Ican hate him, yet forbear him, 
For thy ſake this Night "Ul ſpare him: 
Attendance was thy Curſe, ne doubt on't x 
"Tis happy thou vt deliver'd out ont. 
Merit. Come, kmd Eriend,. no more lets grifve;. 
No more the Monfler ſhall deceive, 
Friendly Fate forbids our Fears, 
Cen raus Wine ſhall: drown our Cares. 
Stout, Pox, let him rot, let bis Name be forgot, 
n 2 him Fame-: 
y his Rum be cloſely purſums, 
And he overtaken, Lacy with Shame. 
May his Ruin, & r. [Exit Lure, 
2 Enter Lord Falcon and Pointe. 

Merit, My good Lord Falron, ]'m your very humble 
Servant, many Thanks for my good Fortune : Mr, 
Pointer, T'a yours. Io 2 T0 

Falcon. I come, honeſt Tem, to rejoyce with thee, 
and aſſure thee 1 have done it with a Friendly Heart, 


rit. I thank your Lordſhip, tis a generous Action, 
and will (I hope) redvund to your Honour. 
Falcon, I come likewiſe to give thee Joy o' thy Mar- 


 riage, Tow, I was a Stranger to it till now: I have given 
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Merit. Every way, my Lord, my Wife regards my 
Honour, and my Patrdn his Promiſes, | 
Pointer. 1 heartily wiſh you Joy, Mr. Merit, © 

Merit. I thank ye, Sir. My Lord, here's Mr. Stour, 
2 good Friend of mine, thinks himſelt oblig'd likewiſe 
on wy Account. (preſenting Stour.) 

Falcon. Sir, your humble Servant, I'm ſo well 
| apt with ſerving our Friend Merit, that I'm ſorry I 

id it not ſooner. | 
Stout. My Lord, I'm heartily glad you've done it now, 
| Better late than never,; for a good Man was never much 
nearer being loſt, nor more critically ſav'd. 

Falcon. Sir, I had certainly diſtinguiſh'd him e're this 
time, but am ſo peſter'd with Swarms of Suitors, that 
F had almoſt dropt him in the Crowd; but a little Lei- 
ſure and Reflection had this Morning brought me to a 
Reſolution of providing for him, even juſt as his Lady 
came te upbraid me for my Neglect, and was that Mi- 
nute ſending my Servant to let him know it, Where's 
Mrs. Merit? | 


22 
= - 4 Joy already. Thou haſt an excellent Choice 
i faith. 


Merit. But in the next Room, ſhe'll be here in a Mi- | 


nute, my Lord. 
ls Falcon, Merit, and Stout ſeem talking together. 
Pointer. (aſide.) Rot it, this Day's Work undoes 
appears as charming now as in the Morning; 
and I cou'd cen hang myſelf for not knowing o' this 
Woman, ſeeing her Husband every Day at my Lord's; 
but then, ſeeing him coldly us'd, I like a Puppy muſk 
ſhun his Acquaintance : Had it come thro' my Hands, 
it had been the making of us both; bur, as tis, infal- 
- libly ruins me, unleſsSir Jolly ſhou'd come; and I can 
prevail with him to diſparage her to his Lordſhip; he 
never was accus'd of Conſtaney that I remember. 

. Enter Lure. | 
Falcon to Merit ſings, to the Tune of See, ſee, my Sera- 
phina comes, c. 

Ses, like the Sun thy Spouſe appears, 
With Gladnaſs in her Face, 
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Merit a»d Lure, Your Goodneſs has diſmiſi d our Fears; 


We thank vos for the Grace. 
Falcon, Dear, virtuous, luely, happy Pair, 
Be all your Joys compleat , 


And may the Raptures which ye ſhare 
Be laſting as they're great. 
[Exit Merit. 
Pointer. (aſide.) Oons! Is this the Narity f I don't 
need, Sir Folly, to help diſparage her, I can do it ef- 
fetually my ſelf, and hope, by his taying, he'll not 
come at all; he'll ruin me another way if he does. | 
Falcon. Madam, your moſt devoted. ( ſalutes her.) 
Lure. My Lord, your Servant. Sir, I'm yours, 
| (to Pointer. 
Pointer. Your Servant, Madam, ( ſalutes her) Why 
was n't | in this Secret pray? (Aſide.) 
Lure, (aſide.) Becauſe twas your Intereſt to betray- 
it, Sir; but DUNN | 
Enter Sir Jolly Glee.” | 
Pointer. Oons, he's come; now, dear Impudence,-- 
protect me, or I'm undone. : 
Ger. My Lord, your humble Servant: -Your Ser- 
vant, (zo the others.) (Aſede to Pointer.) I'gad, ſne's - 
etop'd, Paul; but, being dreſs'd in my Livery, i fancy_ 


I hall ſee her again e' re it be long. 


* 


>; he 


Sera- 


; 


2 


Pointer. Yes, Sir Folly, (aſide. ) too ſoon, (aleud.)-' 
no queſtion on't. SY OR. 
_ Glee. Pray where's Mr. Merit and his Lady? 
Falcon. That's his Lady, Sir Folly, (pointing to Lure.) 
Mr, Merit's hard by. : 
Glee. ( ſaluting ' Madam, your moſt devoted, 1 
hope Mr. Merit's well. ( ftill looking at her.) 
Lure. Your humble Servant, Sir, at your Service. 
(turning away.). 
Falcon, (to Glee.) There's an Angel, Sir Folly! Did 
n't Itell ye? There's an Air, anda Grace. ; 
| (Sir Jolly fill looking. -- 
Stout. (afede.) Damn him, he's in Raptures; my 
Friend has a ſweet time on't. 
Falcon. Why, you're amaz'd, Sir Fell. 
Ws (ftriking him onthe Shoulder, 
C 3 | Gleos -- 
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Glee. I have Reaſon, my Lord: How's this, Paul Þ 
Whats Mr. Meri married to Mrs. Rhubarb! 

Poister. Ha, ha, ha! No, no, Sir 
Mrs. Rhubarb, tho' fomewhat like her: This Lady has 


4 


7 


Folly ; this is n't 


been married to Mr, Merit theſe five Years, I'm told: 


This is n't ſhe you fell in loye with at the Play, Sir 
y. 
Glee. No! may be not, Sir; but I'll be ſworn ſhe's 


the ſame you paſs d upon me for that z the ſame 
too that I ſaw at Mr, arb's yeſterday Morning in an 
Undrefs, 


Pointer. Pray, Sir Folly, look again; Mrs. Rhubard | 
is taller than this Lady, younger too, and, if I may be 


ſo free, a good deal handſomer. 
Falcom. Ha, ha, ha, ha! What d' ye mean, Sir 


Jo) ? every like is nt the ſame: Does ut Paul tell ye, 
t your Lady is younger,taller,nay, even handſomer, | 
tho that, I think, is impoſſible / Pray contain yourſelf. 


Mr. Merit will be here 
your Miſtake : Ha, ha, ha! 
Glee. Softly, my 


ſently, to convince you of 


Lond, Pye too many Reaſons ta ' 


afſire me im right: Firſt, the Lady's now in my-Live- 


ry; thoſe (pointing.) are the very Clothes I ſent her by 
Faul: Can 2 deny it pray ? 

Pointer. 
be like, but not exactly the fame. 


3 
yp 


do indeed, Sir Folly : I own the Pattern to 


St. 


Glee. Then there's the Watch and Equipage IT araC 
ſwear to: (raking up the IVatch.) Here's Grigg the Ma- faith, 
ker. | 


Glee, But then my Picture: I hope no- b 
fwade me that this is n't my Picture. 


r. 
[All.] Ha, ha, ha! that's a fine Proof wo 
win per- 


; 
| 
| 
« 
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aſper 
Ae 


, Pointer, Not in the leaſt like you, Sir Jolly; tis Mr. pore 


Merir's Picture: I'll be judg'd by my Lord elſe. 


Falcon. (looking,) Nay, faith, the Picture is like z but 
for the Lady, I'm ſure ſhe's not the ſame you mean, 


Sir Jolly. 


| Glee. Pray what fay ye, Madam, to all this? Di 


not you and I bleſs each other laſt Night, on certain 
Conditions? And was not you to be mine for a TwWelve- 


month, ha? 


Stout. 
; 


yo. 


"ywelvc- f 


Stout. 
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Front. Sir, you're a Stranger to me, but one thing]'l] 
tell ye, that my Friend wou'd nt ſpare ye his Wife on 
any Conditions, not for a Night, much leſs for a 
Twelvemonth, were ye better than you are. 

Glee, Sir, you're a Stranger to me too, but, in ſpite- 
of you, your Friend, and the Devil himſeli, I will ſay 
it again, that this Woman was mine laſt Night, and 
had contracted to cohabit with me a Year, as Mrs. RhA- 
barb, Daughter to an eminent Druggilt in the City, on 
certain Conditions, one of which were, to have five 
hundred Pounds in hand; which was paid her Yeſter- 
day by Paul Pomter; | have her Receipt in my Pocket, 
I'm ſure. 


Enter Merit. | 

[All.] Ha, ha, ha, ha! | 

Falcon, Dear Tom Merit, (et us right: Sir Folly Glas 
has miſtaken thy Wife for a Lady tnat gave him her 
Company at a Lodging of his laſt Night, and won't be 
perſwaded out on't, | 

Stout. Yes truly, and that ſhe was to cohabir with 
him for twelve Months as his Harlot : Will you take 
this o* your Wife, Tom? 

Merit. Ay, any thing, Sam; ſhe has oblig's me ſo 
cs 0 can't in Honour take any Exceptions to her 
Co . 


Stout. What the plague, Tom, not take Exceptions 
@ a Charge of this Nature! You're fit to be yoak'd i” 
faith, * Horns won't choak ye. Were my Wite ſo 
aſpers'd, I'd ES 

Merit, Wife! now ye ſay ſomething, Sam. 

Stour, Why, is n't ſhe your Wife then? 

Merit. Yes, Sir, under proper Reſtrictions pro tems 


ore, to have and let go at pleaſure; not To have and to 


bold, Id have you to think, 

Falcon. W hat, Tom, is n't ſhe your real Wife then 

Merit. Only in the ſame Senſe, my Lord, as ſhe has 
been yours, Sir Jolly's, and any-bodies elſe that has 
Oecaſton for her. Peggy's very communicative, ler 
me tell ye: Honeſt Peg! (chucting her Chin.) 

kalcon. Oons] am] bit too? Itook her tor your real 


Wite. 
| Merit. 
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Merit. I know you did, I underſtand you; but Pre 
only the Patent you ſee, but half the Favour you de- 
lign'd me, yet lm a moderate Man, reaſonable in my 
Delires, and content myſelf without the Horns, you 
find. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

[Al.] Ha, ha, ha, ha! a good Joke faith, 

Falcon. Damn ye all. [All.] Ha, ba, ha! 

Stout. But hark ye, Tom; are you ſure, amongſt all 
_ Miſtakes, that you've really got the Patent at 

? 
Merit, Yes faith, here it is. (ſbewing it.) 
Sings to oaks ad Gamiorum. 


My Lord, becauſe he lib d my Wife, 
Condeſcended to better my Fortune, 
And, thank him, gave me this for Lift 
Toexcuſe him the Trouble of courting. - 
Fal de ral, cr. 


II. 
But ſhe*s noWiſe, my Honour's ſaſe. 
Yet ton d be ungrateful to ſlight her, 
Tho IWinners are allow'd to lau <, s 
Since by her tis I've bit the Biter. 
Fal de ral, ec. * 
Falcon Well, Sir Jolly, you're my Companion in 
Ridicule however. | | 
Glee. But you're nothing out of Pocket, my Lord; 
Mr, Merit has deferv'd the publick Favour you've done 
him, but that Villain (e Pointer.) has now Fifteen 
hundred Pounds in his Hands, befides the Five already 
paid to no purpoſe,” | 
Lari. An unconſcionable Pimp! I knew nocking of » 
the fifteen hundred, 1 have only a poor Five, which l'm- 
very willing to deſerve at your Hands, Sir Jolly. | 
2 Phos pox, you're a Sham, don't prate to me 
us. 
Lure. Sir, I ſcorn your Words; ask my Lord, pray, 


Whether 'm a Sham or no; I ſcorn to ſham it with any» + 


body, I muſt tell ye. | 
Stout. The Ladies have it, you were both bewitch'd 
lately in Leicefter-Fields; and I think you're worſe, to 
pur» 


——— 
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8 at ſuch Rates what neither of you can poſſeſe: 
ou'd better return to your Diverſions in Greenwich- 
Park, than foil yourſelves thus at Chamber-Practice, 

Glee. Come, Mr. Pimp, have ye your Pocket-book 
about ye? ( ſhaking his Cane at Pointer.) Pray refund 
the fifteen hundred Pounds immediately , the other five 
I ſhall expect by to-morrow Night: I've nothing to do 
with the Woman, 

Pointer, Yes, Sir, (giving Bills.) here tis, but you 
can't blame me, I was impos'd on; ſhe afſur'd me ſhe 
was Mrs. Rhubarb, 0 

Glee. Sir, j our Excuſes do you no Service; you un- 
dertook upon your own Knowledge, and as you're 
worth the five hundred, I'm very eaſie about it, only 
ſuffer me to give a Receipt for this in the mean time. 

(kicking him oat. 

Falcon. Sir Folly, lets go, we only ſtay to be laugh'd 
at: There's one (pointing to Stout.) can be merry e- 
nough at ſuch Miſtakes in his Betters. 

Stout, 1 allow none my Betters but fuch as have more 
Senſe or Virtue than my ſelf; and if at any time l give 
way to Wealth or Power without 'em, 'tis as I do it io 
2 Chimney-ſweeper, leſt they harm me. Betters, 
quoth-a! None are better that are n't honeſter. For 


| — pait, my Lord, you have dealt long enough with 


imps and Scoundrels, to think there's Credit in being 
innocently deceiv'd by a Man of Senſe. 
Falcon, I never 1 with you, Sir, however; that's 
one Comfort, | 
Stout. No! why you promis'd to take care of me 
this N in the Park; and, having no Pretenſions, 
I thought I ſtood fair. Youſeldom provide for ſuch as 
have really ſery'd ye. 
Sings o the Tuns af The Old Wife ſhe ſent to the Millet 
ber Daughter, 
be: 
Moſt Courtiers will promiſe a Place to provide you, 
But from that ſame rn your Undomg date; 
Aittendance for nothing will lizely betide you, 
If you can't candeſcend as a Toel to be great; 
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A Vacency find, 2 "oy the Tone, 
An tre Day 
This, this is the Song, 
Depend on t, Dear Sir, n= Buſinefs is done. 
II. 


But ſooner or later we come ro our Senſes, 

And their poor ſhuffling Arts are thorowghly (nn 

They ne er by Evaſions can make Recomper ces, 

Or think, cauſe in Power, prov'd Viees to ſcreen: 

In ſpite of their Grandeur, the Trickſters are known, 

And all the Day long 
This ſhould be the Song, 

We hope that your Buſineſs will quickly be done. 

Falcon, lll promiſe now, Sir, to take care of you in 
another Manner; the State has too much of my Service 
eo ſuffer this ſrom you. | 

Stout. I'm glad you threaten, becauſe you ulways 
break your Word. But, prithee, what has the State to 
do with thy Vices? Did the Service ire yon to ne- 
1 Ant, or diſhonour his ſuppos d Wife? Sorry 

rifler! I deſpiſe ye; ſuch Statefmen will make any + 
State ridiulons. I been abus d like my Friend 
Herit, I ſhou'd nt have had Leiſure to conce:t ſuch a 

Scheme of Re but had 
Dulce. Oh, the Aan 1 Bear witacſs Gentle- 
mea, 
Gler. My Lord, I have a Gentieman's Memory. 

Merit. Sd bavel, my Lord, I never remember any 

thing out of Company. | 

Falcon. Curſe on ye both, what « Conſpiracy is here 
loſt now for want of Evidence! 

Merit. Come Peggy, 1 owe youa hundred Pounds on 
Conditions now happily executed; give me up my 
Note, and here's a Bank-Bill of a dundred Pounds for 
you. (exchanging Notts.) | 

Lure. | thank ye, Sir; your Hundred, my Lord's? 

Two, and Sir Yolly's Five, makes me a Fortune of 
eight hundred Pounds; a good Week's Work, let me 
tell ye. | | | 

Glee. But Paul, I fancy, Madam, will make you re- 
fund the five hundred he paid you on my . 
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Lars. L defy him, when I' can get 2 Priſoner inthe 


* 


Fler to marry mo ſor five Mieses and acquit me in 


Law, was it for five thouſand Pounds. 
Merit. Well, Sir Jolly, I ſee no great Hurt, tho' the 
Pimp pay the five hundred out. of his own Pocket, 
cou'd we reconcile his Lordſhip and Mr. Stout to each o- 
ther. I ſhou'd beglad you'd give me your Company in 
the next Room, ve a Supper and!a Battle o good 
Wine waits your Acceptance there, | 
Glee. With all my Heart, Mr. Alerit; I'm glad Things 
are no worſe, every one will rejoyce in your good For- 
u in f tune that knows ou. Come: my Lord and Mr. Stout, 
vice we'll accept of Mr, Merit's Offer. 


: utting their Hands together, 
a9 Sings to the Tune of, Lay aſide the Reap-hack, r. 
3 e your Anger, let's be Friends, 
ne- And eaſe, ea ſie, eaſe, eaſie, 
orrx „ae i eee 
any | "Tis certain ev ry Manhas private Ends, 
jend Th Pleaſure, Gain, or Hemau 
cha *® Make us dar in the Way. 


Den let's nogenvy others, but purſue, 
des Each in his Courſe, with all vis Strength. 
And Skill, his darling Game : 
For, were the Tables turn'd, the worſk we do, 
any Evin tbaſe which m/s be r MS, 


Themſelves won'd de ib ſame, [Exeunt omnai 


Spoke by LURE. 


H*: ends the Dream, no longer Merits Wiſe; 
Poor Pegg returns to lead her wonted Life, 


Where, free to range, (ſecur'd by nativ be 
Thro all the various Scenes of foft * — 5 
Tho' but a Dey, 1 ſtood the ſober Jo, 
Ny Nech sc en gall'd with this — Tote. 
What then muſt be the Cauſe e wes t 
2 lead, no doubt on't; I delitions Liver. 
Tay'd = like Squirrels, the ſame "Rounds they ri 
And all their Paſtime's bt the ſelf-ſame thing. 
— __ the IViſe will nals i heir Times to ray, 
77 24 Clog, — —.— Deſire, _ 
» 4 41 raging Fire. 
To me, "tis 22. when Merit. Wiſe in je, 


*Twas ſome Relief to ſcim to Horn his Creſt i 
And ſuch Intriguus toho wd #'rbe pur ſuing, 


* 1 8 . I 

F” You ſee a Stateſman, 4 hit Ends, 

Lan ſematimes, tho' it's tate, reward his Nriendtz 
But t0 ber- reach him is 4 * it's true, 


Tow Mes think ſtrange, with us 'tis nothing new, 
© ForWWomen bern to rultare Politicians too. 


FIN IS 


dees Friands their F a veur by the way « * | 


"tas to ſave one's own Good Man from Rain) 


£ 
* 
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